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felt Georges' arms about her and his mouth on
hers was her last of peace. She did not at the
time realise that. She was to have weeks now
of happiness. But looking back long afterwards
she saw clearly that that was so. The steps from
that were so gradual, so silent, but the movement
was sure. So, to the end of her life, she remem-
bered that heavy grey sky, the snow-flecked hills,
the ruffled water of the Tarn, the crimson bird
beating against the bars of the cage on the wet
shining stones, and that warm amused murmur of
Georges' voice.

4 My little darling. . . . And is your hair still
so lovely?'

Afterwards she thought perhaps that she got
what she deserved, because in all her excitement
she forgot entirely Francis, never all that after-
noon remembered him, sank into her husband's
arms that night without a thought of him.

It is of no use, however, to be too solemn about
it, for that day and many days after it were ex-
ceedingly happy for both Judith and Georges.
Georges wanted only for himself to be happy, and
if he was happy, why, then, he was charming to
everyone. It was only when he began to be less
happy that others began to suffer.

And Judith wanted only that Georges should
be happy. She could not have believed that the
world could be so lovely as it was in the weeks
after Georges' return. They were still children,
both of them, in their capacity for happiness.
They could be happy at a moment's notice and
over nothing at all, a bird's cry, a gooseberry